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In July, In The Yukon 
We Think Of Christmas 


By Mamie Legris 


Whitehorse, Yukon — 


Men from Italy, Austria, Ger- 


many, France, Poland, Belgium, England and all over 
Canada are here, looking for work. Spring has been quite 
late in the Yukon and consequently seasonal work has 


been retarded. 


Since I began this article two of them have knocked 
on our door, seeking help. One had hitch-hiked from 
Vancouver. He might get work in a couple of days, he said. 
The other had spent a term in jail and had just been dis- 


charged. And so it goes. 
Homeless Men at Home 

The beds in the men’s 
hostel are all occupied, so we 
will set up cots in the library. 
It has been a men’s dormi- 
tory so often lately. Then a 
woman and baby arrive. A 
cot and bassinette in our 
living room will take care of 
them nicely. The question of 
meals, when we have such 
limited accommodations, be- 
comes a problem ’til we de- 
cide to eat in shifts. 

Many of the hostel guests 
stay as long as three weeks 
before getting work. They 
are very interesting people, 
have travelled much, and 
can tell us a great deal about 
conditions in their home 
lands. We try to make Mary- 
house a pleasant homey 
place for them. Some par- 
ticipate in Mass in our 
chapel and say the family 
rosary with us in the even- 
ing. We pray for their in- 
tention, rejoice with them 
when they finally get work, 
and follow them with our 
prayers when they leave us. 

While here the men work 
with us and occasionally we 
send one or two to help a 
neighbor. For several weeks 
they have been cutting wood 
to feed our hungry furnace 
next winter. Each morning 
they make a trip to the Em- 

loyment Office to see if 
here is a job available. If 
not, they have an early din- 
ner; and then, equipped with 
axes and saws, they go with 
Louie to the wood-lot which 
is twelve miles out of town 
and work there for the after- 
noon. When evening comes 
they agree it was a pleasant 
outing and that they are 
none the worse for having 
spent a half-day in the 
woods. 

Our Lady Helps 

The women help us too. 
There is always mending, 
patching, darning, ironing, 
etc., to do, and they are glad 
to be occupied and to be able 
to help. During the winter 
they patched several quilts. 
Since we have fewer women 
at this season, I began to 
wonder how we would get 
the quilts lined and bound. 
Our Lady took care of that 
by sending two Austrian 
tailors. They finished the 
job in a few afternoons. 

We met a young Italian 
boy named Manlio. He had 
little knowledge of our lang- 
uage, so Louie volunteered to 
spend his evenings teaching 


English to him. Having 


many people around means 
plenty of cooking, bread- 
making, cleaning, laundry, 
and few free moments. But 
it is worth any effort we put 
into it. We are anxious to 
keep in touch with the men 
who have stayed here and to 
have them visit us when they 
return to Whitehorse. From 
their letters we feel they are 
glad there is an oasis like 
Maryhouse where they can 
get help when they are in 
difficult straits. 
Oh That Louie! 

During the past month we 
were able to get our clothing 
room and work shop organ- 
ized. The basement had been 
a depot for everything we 
couldn’t put any place else. 
Louie set to work with old 
boards, hammer, saw, and 
nails, and built the necessary 
shelves for the clothing room. 
After a bit of scrounging he 
got some metal pipes and 
arranged them to make a 
rod on which to hang cloth- 
ing. 

Kay in her true artistic 
style made a patchwork cur- 
tain of odds and ends of 
plastic to keep the dust off 
the clothing on the shelves 
and another plastic covering 
to protect the coats and 
dresses hanging on the rack. 
We have a dirt floor in the 
basement. Then Louie con- 
centrated on his work-shop. 
[Gradually the paint cans, 
nails, and tools were neatly 
arranged in their proper 
places. Slowly, bit by bit, 
order is replacing disorder in 
the basement. 

There was another room 
that needed attention. It 
needed shelves most of all, 
for it was going to be our 
linen closet and dispensary. 
A strange combination, isn’t 
it? But when you have only a 
limited space you can’t be 
fussy. So Manlio, who was 
a carpenter, built the shel- 
ves. Kay arranged and 
labelled everything nicely. 
Now there is order in that 
room. 

A Garden Too 

This year we will have a 
small garden — just a few 
square feet in area but we 
are happy to have that much. 
Louie got a truck load of top 
soil for it last week. Once 
the weather gets warm we 
will plant a few rows of let- 
tuce and radishes. 

Time goes by so quickly 
we must always be planning 
for the future. Tonight I am 
thinking of Christmas. Im- 





agine thinking of Christmas 
in July! Iam_ reminiscing 
too. I can see the happy faces 
of more than a _ hundred 
Indian children who received 
gifts at our party last De- 
cember. There will be more 
this year, maybe two hund- 
red, because so many now 
know about Maryhouse. 

Will you help to make 
them happy this year by 
sending us toys, games, 
books, jewelry, money for 
candy — and just everything 
a child likes? We will gladly 
do the work if you will pro- 
vide the gifts. But I must 
mention it early because it 
takes a long time to get par- 
cels in the Yukon. It is an 
extra sacrifice too, because 
transportation rates are so 
high — but your Christmas 
will be the happier for it. 


i} |thing to eat. 
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OUR NEEDS 











We need very much a set 
of six candlesticks for the 
altar, ofr High Masses. Our 





assortment of candlesticks 
is a bit weird, and of odd 
sizes, and some of them be- 
cause of old age, lean side- 
ways, and I think won’t last 
much longer. We could get 
a very simple set of 6 for 
$36.00. Perhaps some one 
would like to donate the set 
so that the candles on the 
Lord’s altar may burn bright 
and straight? Or we would 
gladly accept an old set if 
it were not needed in the 
Parish Church! 

With the Summer School 
attendance growing by leaps 
and bounds, we truly are 
short of crockery. Most wel- 
come will be ANY: 

CUPS 

SMALL PLATES 

SOUP BOWLS or PLATES 
FRUIT DISHES 

KITCHEN BOWLS, ail sizes 


BABY LAYETTES 
AND ALWAYS, ALWAYS 
.. . CASH. 





THANK YOU 


Avalanche of People 
Opens Marian Centre 


By Dorothy 
We had an avalanche descend 


Edmonton, Alta. 


M. Phillips 


upon us here on May 3ist, the feast of Our Lady’s Queen- 
ship, and the day of our Marian Centre’s opening — an 
avalance of people. There must have been at least five 


hundred of them. 


The Very Rev. Msgr. Carlton, the official represen- 
tative of Archbishop J. H. MacDonald, blessed the chapel 
and the rest of the house; and assured us that His Excel- 
lency would have appeared in person had he been able. 


A Hungry Man 


At three o’clock the house 
literally groaned under the 
weight of the people in it. 
The three floors were jam- 
med, and people lined the 
stairways and _ overflowed 
onto the front and back 
porches. The lieutenant- 
governor was here for about 
an hour, and many other 
important personages visited 
us. But the greatest thrill of 
all came when an old Indian 
arrived looking for some- 
We brought 
him in and gave him the 
best we had. I think Father 


;|Briere almost burst with joy 


when this happened. 

The clergy were here in 
force, and the religious ord- 
ers were well represented 
We had about 14 here for 
Mass and breakfast. The St. 
Anthony’s Women’s Guild 


¥iserved tea to all who came, 


and Mrs. Hammill looked 
after our Visitors’ Book, and 


§ithe donation box. 


So many wonderful things 
have happened! We have, for 
instance, been allowed the 


i}use of an acre of land that 


belongs to the archdiocese, 
and have had seed donated 
from the Alberta Seed Co. 
We made arrangements with 
a neighbor to plant a garden 
for us. Our next step will be 
digging a root cellar. 
Ice Cream And Fish 

Crazy little things occur 
all the time. Tess said she’d 
like ice cream. That night 
Fr. Doyle dropped in, took 
us for a ride, and brought us 
to an ice cream parlor. Later, 
having had eggs for her last 
thee meals, Tess wished she 
could have something else 
for Friday supper. While she 
was in the chapel a man 
came in with some fresh fish. 


The other day I needed 
about ten dollars, but didn’t 
have time to go to the bank 
for it. I jokingly told the 
Lord I needed the cash, “‘and 
how about it?” That day 
Msgr. Griffin, Fr. Dobson, 
and Fr. Holland came from 
the seminary to visit us. 
After they left we found two 
five dollar bills under a pack 
of cigarettes. 

Even Fr. Briere got a little 
shock the other day. He 
wanted to get us a license 
for our truck, but didn’t 
want us to pay too much for 
it. He went through five 
sources with no luck. The 
license would cost us $36. I 
gave him a blank cheque, 
and he went to the bank to 
fill in the amount and cash 








it. One of the tellers said, 
“Father, isn’t that truck to 
be used for charitable pur- 
poses? If you’ll go into Mr. 
Griffin’s office here... .” 
Result — the license cost us 
$2.00. 
Giving And Getting 

We have fed several men 
already, and yesterday we 
gave away a double bed. We 
know two families in need 
of blankets, and we are giv- 
ing them some of ours. 

You should see our truck. 
It refused to budge when 
Jim first tried to drive it. I’m 
afraid the seminarians, who 
donated it to us, were pretty 
disappointed. But Jim finally 
got it going. It’s painted blue, 
with white panels, and it has 
our name, address, and tele- 
phone number on it. It really 
attracts notice around town. 
Jim had it parked some- 
where, and when he came 
back he was greeted by a 
boy on a bike. “Are you the 
ones who are going to feed 
the poor?” the boy asked. 
“Yes,” Jim said. The boy 
gave him a five dollar bill. 

It’s the funniest thing to 
drive! It has the floor gear 
shift; and the pedals are all 
little things in the wrong 
places. 

You probably won’t believe 
why it refused to start at 
first — to the seminarian’s 
dismay and embarrassment. 
It took us three days to find 
the reason. A mouse had 
made its nest in the muffler! 


Yesterday, just when we 
needed it, a sewing machine 
was donated. A non-Catholic 
gave uS a new commercial- 
size Frigidaire. Last night 
we found a dollar bill in the 
hand of the statue of the 
Infant of Prague. Kathleen 
and Stuart Lindop brought 
us a postcard size set of 
Stations of the Cross. They 
are very beautiful. 

Avalanche Keeps Up 


We received an exquisite 
statue of Our Lady of the 
Immaculate Conception, a- 
bout 34 inches high. A per- 
fect size for our chapel! With 
it came a crown of gold- 
plated roses. It came from 
the Precious Blood Sisters, 
and once belonged to Mother 
Immaculate Heart, who is 
considered to have been 
something of a saint. It was 
the most precious statue the 
nuns had, after the one of 
Our Lady of the Roses. 

They also gave us a four 
foot statue of St. Joseph, 


which is set up on a spot just 
(Continued cn Page Pour} 
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A little later the stories 
will be about—who can say? 
The Mystical Body of 
Christ, the Church, is suf- 
fering from a plague of slimy 
and vicious lice. That is true 
today. It was true yesterday. 
It will be true tomorrow. 
Pray For The Lice 





For the most part the 





WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


The crucifix of summer days grows big against 
the sky. It is not wood this time, but all the things 
that make July the month it is. There is the scent 
of fresh mown hay, of flowers fragrant in the night, 
the lazy drift of rivers, streams, and brooks, the 
golden wheat that sways to the music of the wind. 


All these seem to make a strange and beauti- 
ful crucifix. 

Yet one thing is as it was — there on the Hill 
of the Skull . . . His Precious Blood flows and flows 
from the crucifix of summer days — as it does from 
all the days, since then and unto the end of time. 

It comes to men at Mass, this Flesh and Blood, 
to make them strong to fight all wrongs, and shoulder 
with a song the crucifix of their days. It comes to 
sinner and to saint, when humbly kneeling they con- 
fess their sin or sinlessness. It comes to children and 
to the old. It comes to the sick and dying, bringing 
strength and joy. 


And yet — Behold! — it is spilled in vain, these 
lazy glorious summer days. The earth trembles in 
many climes before such blasphemy. But man just 
laughs and goes his stubborn way. 


And Pilates, everywhere, wash their hands in 
costly bowls, and once again deliver Christ to death. 


The rich deliver the poor, the atheists, the 
believers. Human blood and human tears are mingled 
with the Precious Blood year after year. 


And we, His family, who each make up His 
Body Mystical, His Bride, the Church — what do WE 
do about His Precious Blood that flows in vain for 
many souls? 

What do we say before the sight of its being 
blasphemed day and night, in every land including 
our own? What of those Pilates who wash their hands 
before our eyes? 


Do we lift our voices, loud and clear, so that 
buyers and sellers — all — can hear? 


Do we wipe tears and nurse the wounds of all 
the lonely and the poor? Do we ever see in our poor 
neighbor another Christ shedding his blood for us? 


Do we arise in the dark night and weep and 
pray for those who blaspheme? 


And what of the Pilates? Do we stand still and 
firm, and make it clear to them that, no matter what 
befalls us from their power, there aren’t costly bowls 
enough, nor waters clear enough, to wash the BLOOD 
GOD SHED FOR SOULS from their clean and well- 
kept hands? 


Or do we go about our days, indifferent, com- 
placent, uncaring for the pain of Christ, unmindful 
of the wasting Holy Blood? 


If so, we too shall be guilty. Its flow isn’t 
reaching many souls, isn’t restoring life, because we, 
who belong so deeply to it, do not seem to care! 


Oh Mother of The Lord of Hosts, you who have 
seen it flow from crucifix to earth, show us the Face 
of your dying Son! And lead our straying feet to Him! 


Give us the strength to love unto the spilling 
of our own BLOOD FOR HIM! 


BEHOLD! THE CRUCIFIX OF SUMMER 
DAYS GROWS BIG AGAINST THE JULY SKY... 
THE MONTH OF THE PRECIOUS BLOOD THAT 
WAS SPILLED TO MAKE A GARDEN FOR HIS 
DELIGHT, OUT OF OUR SOULS! 











papers denounce, scold, up- 
braid, threaten excommuni- 
cations and unending hell- 
fire; ask prayers for the exil- 
ed and the imprisoned and 
the dying and the dead; de- 
plore the closed schools and 
desecrated churches; and 
ask our help in many ways. 
But there is more to the 
story than mere persecution, 
mere terror. 
A blight has attacked the 
Vine, but not yet our par- 
ticular parts of it. We are 
concerned only a little. We 
are concerned merely with 
localizing the corruption, and 
with keeping it from spread- 
ing in our direction. 
I haven’t read all the 
news. I have merely looked 
at the headlines. But I have- 
n’t seen any article telling 
us that the only effective 
way to fight is the one shown 
us by Our Lady of Comber- 
mere. I have no doubt many 
such powerful pieces were 

rinted. I just didn’t have 
he luck to see them. 

Holocausts are needed! 
Victim souls. Men, women, 
and children willing and 
eager to suffer anything and 
everything for the love of 
God; and to offer these suf- 
ferings, together with the 
agony and the passion and 
bloody death of Jesus for the 
welfare of the Church — and 
the conversion of its persecu- 
tors. (Christ doesn’t want to 
kill these lice. He has re- 
deemed them. He wants 
them to love Him, to be with 
Him in heaven. Why, then, 
shouldn’t we do as He did— 
suffer for them, and for the 
Church? I am no theologian; 
but this makes sense to me 
—plain common sense.) 
Lice To Lice 

Tito and Peron are lice 
and they will perish like lice. 
Peron will always be remem- 
bered — when he is remem- 
bered at all — as one who 
fostered prostitutes and per- 
secuted nuns. In time the 
word peronista will be ap- 
plied only to harlots. (Won- 
der how much the Argentine 
government gets as a rake- 
off from the shame of its 
women! ) 

They will die, and even 
before their fellow lice have 
eaten them, the Church will 
flourish again. It will flour- 
ish ies Herr because of the 
sufferings it has endured — 
and offered up. 

But there is another sort 
of plague that seems, to me, 
worse than that of the lice. 
It is a hidden, semi-respect- 
able, unquarantinable plague 
— and even Catholics of a 
sort are affected by it. This 
is the plague of non-Catho- 
lic clergymen and laymen, 
professors and teachers, who 
object to our love for Mary, 
the Virgin Mother of God. 

These pitiful creatures 
would have the world believe 
Catholics worship Mary; that 
we have made of her a sort 
of Christian Isis or Diana or 
Hera, thus detracting from 
the worship we should pay 
| her Son! 








FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie Doherty 
There is much in the; 











Keep It Clean 


I could give the names of 
some of these men, but it 
would be like uttering dirty 
words. (Peron is almost a 
clean name in comparison.) 
We used to avoid mention- 
ing the names of such peo- 
ple, when I worked on metro- 

olitan dailies. We knew how 
ft hurt them to look for their 
names in the paper, and not 
find them. Sometimes, too, 
we spelled the name wrong, 
deliberately. Thus a man 
named Harry Boone, say, 
might find himself called 
Hairy Bone. 

I won’t use their names} 
here, and I confess I do feel 
some animus against them, 
as St. Ignatius Loyola once 
did, before he began to be a 
saint. He wanted to kill a 
man who traduced the name 
of Mary, but couldn’t decide 
on what method to use. He 
wanted to select the most 
painful way. He must have 
been more than a little dis- 
appointed when he remem- 
bered he must not kill any- 
body, even such a so-and-so- 
more, he must even love this 
whaty’callm! 

They Miss So Much 

I feel a sort of pity for 
these morons and pharisees 
and religious racketeers; and 
I sincerely hope Our Lady 
will convert some of them, 
because even those who hate 
her most are among her 
children. Her Son Jesus died 
for them, and she consented 
He should do so. She loves all 
her children, as any mother 
does — and she may have an 
especial fondness for some of 
the most vile of them. How 
do I know she hasn’t? I am 
no saint myself, and yet— 

Well, anyway, I feel a sort 
of pity for them because they 
are missing so much, through 
ignorance or malice, the de- 
sire of publicity, the idea of 
shining before their fellow 
bigots, the despicable am- 
bition to please some God- 
less acquaintance among the 
powerful and rich, or the 
naked desire for cash. They 
are missing true happiness 
for one thing. They are miss- 
ing peace and love and the 
certainty of reaching heaven. 

I once heard a minister of 
the gospel, in Chicago, pub- 
licly acknowledge he did not 
believe in the divinity of 
Jesus Christ. He really boast- 
ed of his disbelief. I wrote 
him a letter asking why he 
posed as a minister of 
Christ? 

Mustn’t Offend Mr. Big 

He didn’t reply. But I 
thought I knew the answer. 
He had a wealthy following 
—men and women who liked 
to pretend Christ was just a 
nice kind man, a good teach- 
er, and “the first Rotarian.” 
I may have been wrong; but 
if so, what WAS that min- 
ister’s angle? 

I ask the same thing about 
these Maryphobists. What is 
their angle? Certainly they 
do not believe that by attack- 
ing the mother of God they 
help their own religious con- 
daca or societies — or 

heir classes — to live better 
lives? They are not preach- 
ing religion; they are fight- 
ing religion. They are not 
sowing peace; they are stir- 
nee UP trouble. 

ey are trying to cover 
the Vine with slime! 

St. Louis De Montfort 
says, in his True Devotion, 
that those who attack Mary 


“on behalf of her Son,” love 


neither Mary nor her Son. 
He adds that those who do 
not acknowledge Mary as 
their mother.cannot call God 
(Continued on Page Four) 





The B’s Corner 


We are too far away, and 
too poor, to go to the many 
events that take place in 
Canada and the States. I was 
wondering about that in- 
cidentally. There was the 
Catholic Press Conference, 
held in Buffalo, which I 
would have liked to attend. 
One learns so much from 
others engaged in a like 
work or apostolate. Yet to 
participate in it, one would 
have had to have the price 
of lodgings and food and 
travel expenses. That easily 
would mount close to a 
hundred dollars. The same is 
true of any other event—the 
Catholic Library Association, 
the Liturgical Conference, 
and so on. 
Yes, How Nire Indeed 

Perhaps some day we of 
the distant apostolates will 
combine these events with a 
pilgrimage, hitch-hike our 
way or something. How nice 
it would be if, out of their 
great charity, those in charge 
of arranging these confer- 
ences would provide for their 
brethren who cannot afford 








the usual accommodation 
“hospices,” either in private 
homes or with religious 
orders! 


It would be a novel way of 
attending conferences, con- 
ventions, seminars, and all 
kinds of meetings. It is an 
idea! 

Because of the same con- 
ditions, we could get to 
Montreal to hear Dorothy 
Day and Abbe Pierre. But a 
generous friend subscribed 
to Jubilee for us, and I truly 
enjoyed their magnificent 
photography, which, more 
than any words, brought 
out the soul of the ragpicker 
priest, and also the soul of 
my beloved Dorothy Day. 

It was good to see her face 
in the picture. It was like a 
visit with a dear old friend. 
It has been ages since we 
have seen each other, both 
being busy about Our Fath- 
er’s business, and both being 
poor in time and cash. 

Only One Remedy 
_ And true deep joy welled 
in my heart as I read the 
words of Abbe Pierre, as re- 
ported in Jubilee. Speaking 
about remedies for our tragic 
days he says— 

“There is only one remedy 
—the reappearance of pro- 
phets to mediate between 
the inarticulate poor and the 
powerful who cannot appre- 
ciate their sufferings. A 
prophet is not primarily one 
who foretells the future. In 
the Old Testament times he 
was the one who stood up in 
the city to tell the prince 
that his power had been 
given to him for the service 
of the little ones. Today the 
prophetic function in society 
belongs to those who will be- 
come the voice of the voice- 
less poor. 

“How does the prophet do 
this? FIRST BY KNOWING 
THE CONDITIONS OF THE 
POOR. SECOND, BY RE- 
MAINING HIMSELF FREE. 
THIRD, BY EXPRESSING 
THE MISERY OF THE 
POOR TO THOSE WHO 
CAN RELIEVE IT. 

_“Truly to KNOW the con- 
ditions of the poor, you have 
to partake of it yourself. 
Sociology and statistics will 
not avail. WE MUST KNOW, 
AS A BODY WOULD KNOow, 
THE SUFFERING OF ITS 
OWN LIMB WHICH IS 
CRUSHED. 

“WE NEED PEOPLE 
CRAZY ENOUGH TO BE- 
COME IDENTIFIED .... 
TO BE IDENTICAL WITH 
noone WHO ARE SUFFER- 





(Continued on Page Three) 
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The planting is finished. 
The beans are up, and 
bushy; and their neat rows 
provide us with luscious food 
for many a meal. Through 
the early part of June our 
“special diets,” as we call 
those on the sick list, had 
fresh asparagus from a 
special patch. Corn is high. 
Tomatoes are ripening. 
Strawberry beds and berry 
bushes yield their fruits for 
our table now and we are 
canning for the long winter. 

We will also have beets, 
carrots, and many varieties 
of pumpkins and squash to 
put away. The “Bush” that 
surrounds us is a plentiful 
mother — all the wild ber- 
ries, apples and plums are 
there for the taking. We get 
our share. 

Canning And Drying 

True, it is a tiring and 
back-breaking job to dig, 
hoe, plant and weed—while 
mosquitoes and flies try to 
eat us up. But it is worth 
while. 

The canning is cooler on 
an open big barbecue stove 
than it is in a hot kitchen. 
Still at times it is expensive 
because of sealers and jars. 

We use a drying process 
also for many of our food- 
stuffs. Fruits, berries, mush- 
rooms, and some vegetables 
can be easily dried in the 
sun on flats that resemble 
window screens (like cod fish 
is dried in the eastern prov- 
inces of Canada). It is a 
cheap method, and one that 
saves storage. 

The Summer School 

Now that all spring clean- 

ing has been done, and the 


By C. D. 





stock and the gardens grow- 
ing, we are ready to receive 
our Summer School guests. 
They will be coming from 
all points of the compass for 
the next five weeks. 

It is always a time of ad- 
venture, this Catholic Action 
Summer School of ours. 
Priests come to teach the 
subjects listed. People come 
to listen and learn. New 
friends are made. Vocations 
to our apostolates are found. 
And the fruits of grace are 
gathered with the harvest, 
when the countryside flames 
in all the colors of fire. Then 
Fall comes to give a little 
rest, let us take stock and 
begin the next phase of our 
work, which is the Rural 
Apostolate and the training 
of the new group of Staff 
Worker Applicants. 

There is a rhythm to 
nature and it reflects it in 
us. Summer brings the 
School, and some 500 to 600 
people, to our _ forgotten 
corner of the world. And our 
work is to serve them, help 
to teach them, make all 
things available for their 
needs. 

Autumn Is Near 

Fall brings cleaning-up 
and making ready for winter, 
intensifying our apostolate 
in the local community, and 
starting the training of new- 
comers to our vocation. 

The first part of winter is 
preparation for Christmas. 
This preparation begins a- 
round the middle of Novem- 
ber. We try earnestly to 
make the joy of Christmas 
felt through the lonely bush, 
and the many schools and 
families that dwell in it. 





THE B’S CORNER 


(Continued from Page Two) 
Just One Who Knows 

How true! I remember a 
time when I was selected by 
our parish priest to represent 
something or other on a 
housing project in Harlem. 
I felt such a stranger to all 
the learned architects, social 
workers, builders, and civic 
employees who made up the 
rest of that group. 

I listened to statistics 
without comprehending 
them, and to analyses until 
something in me snapped. 
They held truth in them... 
a desiccated, inhuman truth 
that seemed to reduce us 
dwellers of Harlem slums in- 
to nonentities. 

A just anger shook me to 
the very marrow of my bones. 
I got up and spoke about 
the prostitution of justice 
and charity that allows 
human beings to live in the 
conditions prevalent in that 
part of Harlem, and which 
then figures out who would 
or should benefit by a new 
housing project! 

I could speak of these 
things, as can Dorothy Day. 
We, and those who shared 
our apostolates knew 
steam pipes without steam 
... the bite of bedbugs and 
rats ... the filth and dirt 
... the bathrooms that did 
not function .. . the hot 
water taps that ran cold 
water always... the ceilings 
that shed their plaster in 
flakes and chunks... the 
overcrowding .. . the rooms 
that are always hot in sum- 
mer and cold in winter. 

I told these things. But 
who am I? Just an ordinary 
woman ... a voice in the 
wilderness. Nobody paid 





much attention. 

But now God has raised up 
a great priest, a true pro- 
phet, and his voice will be 
heard in all lands. 


We could not go to hear 
him. But we were all so 
happy he came to speak to 
“our land.” 

Our humble prayers will 
be with him through his 
journey among the “princes 
of today.” May they have the 
grace to hear his voice, and 
know TRUTH WHEN THEY 
HEAR AND SEE IT. 

And if there are any 
“crazy” young people who 
want to identify themselves 
with the poor of Christ, drop 
us a line or just come and 
see us. We have the poor 
aplenty. 





RAPTURE 


By Marilyn Vorce 











A loving soul enraptured, 
Burning with desire, 
Seeking, longing, 
Asking hour by hour, 
“Ah, when shall I e’er, 
Behold Thee face to face, 
When shall I fore’er, 
Enjoy Thy sweet em- 
brace?” 


Her Love looked down, 

From upon a tree of shame 

And replied with joy, 

“When we two are the 
same, ‘ 

When all within you 

Not Myself, has died, 

And you, just as I am, 





Are crucified.” 


Lending Library 











We haven’t spoken about 
our Library lately, so we 
thought we would remind 
our Canadian readers about 
this unique service. As far 
as we know Madonna House 
conducts the only Catholic 
Lending Library By Mail in 
Canada. 

Take for instance this 
year. In January, we mailed 
out 486 books; in February 
there were 519; in March a 
total of 652 (must have been 
that people were doing a lot 
of spiritual reading in 
Lent!); in April we_ shipped 
606 books. There are several 
hundred subscribers on our 
list who enjoy the 7500 books 
on fiction, biography, history, 
spiritual life and other sub- 
jects that fill our shelves. 


It costs a dollar a year for 
a subscription. For that fee, 
we mail you a catalogue of 
books from which you may 
choose those to your liking. 
You may receive four books 
a month; we send them pre- 
paid to you, there are no 
mailing charges. Then en- 
closed in your books, is a 
government sticker, so that 
you can mail them _ back 
free. The only cost to the 
subscriber is the annual dol- 
lar fee. To date, the ten 
Provinces are represented in 
our readers. 

True, we take a loss. It 
averages around 34c each 
month in postage to get the 
books to the readers, and 
then there is the cost of new 
books .But good friends send 
us donations of money to 
help carry on this important 
work of Catholic Action. 

Also, our librarian — dif- 
ferent Staff Workers who 
take turns — send out a 
periodic Library Letter, a- 
bout books or Madonna 
House. The Letter last April 
was so popular, and we re- 
ceived so many requests for 
it, as written by Trudi Cor- 
tens that we decided to re- 
print it in this issue. Here 
it is: 

Dear Friends in Christ, 

Sitting here in my office 
overlooking the _ beautiful 
Madawaska River which 
forms a little bay in front of 
Madonna House, watching 
the water ripple along, the 
little robins playing on the 
shore and the misty moun- 
tains in the background 
framing the hundreds of 
stately pine trees, I feel so 
inadequate ...I want to 
share it with you. But how? 
A picture wouldn’t begin to 
do it justice .. . the only solu- 
tion is that you come to Ma- 
donna House and see for 
yourself. 

Knowing this isn’t possi- 
ble for the majority of you, 
how about my taking you on 
a little tour of our “Seven 
Acres’? To start with, we are 
located about 200 miles from 
Toronto and about 125 from 
Ottawa with good roads all 
the way. A bus service runs 
through here but the near- 
est train station is Barry’s 
Bay, which is fifteen miles 
away; here we meet our 
guests. As we drive along 
towards Combermere, we see 
little signs of life, the odd 
farm house here and there, 
but mostly lakes and trees, 
for this is timber country. 
When a new-comer reaches 
Combermere, he must be 
careful that he doesn’t drive 
right through. It is small, 
just a couple of stores, two 
gas stations and a little 
restaurant. The houses and 
farms are scattered and so 





there isn’t much to identify 
it. But as we cross a rather 











ancient, one-lane bridge, we 
notice a huge, old frame 
house. We have rented this 
for our summer school guests 
to stay in and we call it St. 
Joseph’s. Here we turn left, 
down a small road about one 


quarter of a mile, before we}. 


catch the first glimpse of our 
“Seven Acres.” 


St. Martha’s, a white two 
storey building, trimmed in 
red, on the right side of the 
road is the first thing that 
meets our eye. The main 
floor is a combination office, 
sewing and ironing room, 
which is really too small for 
so much activity. Upstairs 
we have the girls’ dormitory | 
where ten of us sleep. The 
“Clothing Room” for those 
in need is in the basement 
and our Red Cross supplies. 
The first house on the left 
side of the road is St. Peter’s, 
which accommodates seven 
more girls. But we drive past 
both of these houses before 
we reach the gate. We’ll stop 
here for a minute. On the 
right, under huge pine trees 
we see a little shrine, of Our 
Lady of Fatima. Immediate- 
ly to the left is a combina- 
tion garage and _ Blessed 
Martin’s house . . . or Eddie’s 
Igloo, as we sometime call it. 
Here Mr. Doherty does most 
of his writing. 

We enter the driveway 
about twenty-five feet, and 
on the left we have a beau- 
tiful shrine of Our Lady of 
the Snows, which stands a- 
bout nine feet high. She is 
enclosed in a little circle of 
shrubs; she faces the road 
to welcome us as we drive in, 
for this is her house. To the 
right of her, Madonna House 
stands, but let’s drive on a 
little further and park the 
car, over near the chicken 
coop. As we get out, quite a 
few things meet our eyes. We 
see the pig pen, which sup- 
plies us with our meat, and 
a large piece of land sec- 
tioned off for an orchard. 
The trees have not begun to 
bear too much fruit for they 
have only been planted about 
seven years. Near the end of 
this we see the bee hives, 
but this is just what we see 
at a glance and our atten- 
tion goes back to the main 
house. We have to walk past 
the ice house and the wood 
shed before we reach the 
back door, which is the most 
convenient entrance. 


Formerly this was a small 
house built for a family of 
six, but as the work expand- 
ed it was necessary to build 
an addition. As we come in, 
we enter what we call the 
“Breezeway” . . . this joins 
the old and new buildings. 
Here you will notice all our 
dishes, rows and rows of 
cups, plates, etc. We turn 
right into a great big room 
... this is the dining room 








and also our common room 


play .. 
room. In the centre are long 
yellow tables which are al- 
ways laid for the next meal. 
At the far end there is a 
chesterfield and a couple of 
soft chairs for us to sit a- 
round in the evenings. This 
whole room is completely 
lined with book shelves 
which contain the adult 
books. 

At the front of the room 
there is a staircase leading 
up to the chapel and one to 
the basement. The basement 
is known as St. Goupil’s. The 
boys sleep here (and will con- 
tinue to do so unless the 
River rises another two 
inches). 

The chapel has to be seen 
to be appreciated. It is very, 
very simple and beautiful in 
that simplicity. It is rustic 
in appearance. A beautiful 
statue of Our Lady and a 
small one of the Infant of 
Prague stand at the back. 

We come back downstairs 
and turn to the right into 
the Young Modern Library 
. . this is really the most 
beautiful room in the house. 
It is lined with book shelves 
of course, but at one end 
there is a fireplace. The front 
of the room is covered with 
windows which have the 
most magnificent view of the 
river. This is the same view 
I mentioned in my first par- 
agraph. We come through 
there into a little hall. 
Straight ahead is my little 
office, to the left are the 
stairs. Upstairs we have the - 
“Casbah” as we call B’s 
office, (maybe most of you 
know her as Mrs. Doherty), 
which is also a dispensary. 
There are two bedrooms, one 
for her and Mr. Doherty and 
one for the chaplain. Another 
door leads off the hall into 
the kitchen, but as this is 
so small and so busy, we 
avoid going through here. 
Leading off the kitchen is 
a long veranda where the 
Summer School is held. The 
last door leading off the hall 
is the “Blue Door.” This is 
blue in honor of Our Lady 
and faces the river which is 
about twenty-five feet away. 

On warm afternoons we 
have our tea out here on the 
lawn. We turn to the left and 
cross the patio . . . towards 
St. Veronica’s. This is a tiny 
two bed cabin . . . opposite 
this there is a small vege- 
table garden. Then we come 
to the bridge which leads 
over to the “Isle of Patmos.” 
Here we have a _ beautiful 
cabin reserved for priests 
who are in need of ag rest or 
a holiday. Here they enjoy 
much peace and quietness. 
This is a_ beautiful, cozy 
house... the shelves are 
filled with appropriate books 
... there is a lovely fireplace 
and just everything condu- 
cive to a good rest for tired 
and weary priests. And now 
that our tour is ended, let’s 
go back to M.H. for a nice 
cup of tea, where we can sit 
around and talk for a while. 


Lovingly in Our Lady of 
Comberemere, 
TRUDI CORTENS, 


Librarian. 








Page Four 


RESTORATION 


July—1955 








What We Do In 


Madonna House 
By Catherine Doherty 


(Continued from June issue) 











Would it surprise you very 
much, dear friends, if, in this 
second installment, I should 
bluntly state that the main 
thing we DO AT MADONNA 
HOUSE is try to be saints? 

I know. As yet “it just 
isn’t done.” The religious un- 
written etiquette for the last 
four centuries or so states 
that— 

1—One does not wear 
one’s religion on _ one’s 
sleeve. 
2—There is something not 
quite right, genteel, or 
well-bred, in bringing God 
into social conversations. 
3—Most certainly one 
must KEEP THE FAITH. 
But the spreading of it? 
Oh, that is another mat- 
ter — mostly for priests 
or nuns. 
4—When speaking of one- 
self, one should always be 
“humble,” and, at least 
outwardly and _ publicly, 
never PRESUME on being 
or becoming a saint. 

Pooh, Pooh, Taboo! 

There are more taboos. But 
these will suffice. How wrong 
and foolish are these un- 
written rules, would take 
a book to explain. How much 
harm they have done to 
hungry souls in search of 
God will be revealed only in 
the hereafter. 

Oue should not indeed 
wear one’s religion on his 
sleeve. True! One should be 
fully CLOTHED WITH IT. 
It is a shining golden garm- 
ent, one of exceeding beauty. 
It would startle, attract, and 
captivate the beholder, just 
by itself. 

Manly, womanly, beauti- 
ful and perfect, is conversa- 
tion about God. He can be 
and should be brought into 
any decent conversation, for 
nothing is alien to Him. 
Everything has its begin- 
nings in Him, in one manner 
or another. Politics. Health. 
Fear. Bombs. War. Peace. 
Love. Marriage. Business. 
Money or lack of same. By 
bringing God into conversa- 
tions on these topics, and 
many others, understanding 
would be illuminated, and 
right conclusions would be 
reached. Conversations where 
He cannot be brought in 
should not be held. They 
belong to His enemy! 

Spread The Faith 

One cannot, in _ truth, 
KEEP THE FAITH without 
spreading it. If one truly has 
it — then one must share 
it. Or else it becomes a 
desiccated and puny sort of 
faith. 

It is the job of EVERY- 
ONE to help to spread it, in 
our times especially. 

Humility IS TRUTH. We 
are sinners. Granted! But we 
have been created to become 
saints and to enjoy the 
Beatific Vision. Hence let us 
talk about it. Let us find out 


how others go about reach- 
ing this ONE AND ONLY 
GOAL of Christian life. This 
is the one we were created 
for. 

So you see what I meant 
by saying THE MAIN THING 
WE DO AT MADONNA 
HOUSE IS TRY TO BE 
SAINTS. 

I can just hear your next 
question. ‘And, pray, tell us, 
how do you go about it?” 
Here you have me! As I tried 
to explain in the first part 
of this article... it is not 
easy to tell YOU about US. 

Love And Learning 

Sanctity is love. A saint is 
a lover of God. So of course 
the first thing we try to do 
is to know God better day by 
day. For this purpose we have 
a long academic training 
that deals with God and the 
works of God. For this too 
we pray our daily round of 
prayers. We receive the 
Sacraments so that we may 
get strength to keep on 
learning more and more 
about our Beloved, and then 
to apply the lessons to our 
daily life and works. FAITH 
WITHOUT WORKS IS 
DEAD, AND SO IS LOVE. 

Hence, living our special 
vocation perfectly will make 
us saints. 

The above is necessary to 
help us live it perfectly. 

Now, that would seem a 
good definition. But I know 
you who are so loyal and 
good to us are interested 
in all we are and do. Because 
of your holy friendship which 
means so much to all of us, 
you want to know more. So 
let us go into details a little. 

We are a group of lay 
people, men and women, who 
have come together because 
God called us, each and 
everyone of us, to this voca- 
tion of the Lay Apostolate 
of Catholic Action, Madonna 
House Style. 

The Gold Fish Bowl 

We live in community. We 
take promises, of stability, 
which imply obedience, chas- 
tity and poverty. We live in 
dormitories, or small quar- 
ters. We lack privacy. Our 
life is one of submission to 
schedules and  horariums 
We do not belong to our- 
selves, but to all those who 
have need of us and our 
services. 

Have you ever had an 
utter lack of privacy? If so, 
you will know its deep biting 
effects. The destitute poor 
whom we serve, know it well. 
It is, for us, an invisible hair- 
shirt that does its duty (of 
destroying self) relentlessly 
and well. 

Have you ever considered 
bells or clocks that call you 
from one half-finished task 
to another, or to a meal when 
you are not hungry and want 
to finish what you are doing? 

That bites deep too. I am 
not ashamed to confess that 
only for the love of God 
would I allow my day to be 
ruled by a bell and a clock 
from dawn to nighttime, 


without one moment’s re- 


spite. 
Soup! Soup! Soup! Soup! 





We eat well. That is, most 


of the time we eat a fairly 
normal diet, even as you do. 
Yet poverty makes it very 
simple. Its hidden mortify- 
ing power lies in its mon- 
otony. I who am celebrating 
my silver jubilee in the 
Movement, have eaten SOUP 
every night but a few, for 
365 days a year, for 25 years. 

Soup is a delicious dish 
... but when nothing 
changes but the flavor. . 
it too can be a “discipline” 
that draws blood from one’s 
soul. 

And what is your opinion 
of the pious and true spirit- 
ual maxim that sanctity 
consists in doing LITTLE 
THINGS PERFECTLY? It 
makes a good motto on the 
wall. Indeed it does. Try it 
sometime. 

Meals for 30 persons every 
day, and from 60 to 100 some 
days. The smell of soapy 
water. The dampness of a 
dish cloth. Dirty dishes to 
wash and clean dishes to put 
away, on the same old shel- 
ves, three times a day. Dust- 
ing. Floor washing. Laundry. 
Gardening. Weeding. Sorting 
and giving out clothing. 
Checking files. To each of 
these humble and routine 
tasks, one must daily bring 
the fruit of love, complete 
attention and, eventually, 
perfection. 

How true it is that these 
little things manage quicker 
than bigger things to make 
us die to self! 

What Do We Do? 

The very variety of our 
lives becomes monotonous. 
Take, for instance, the other 
day. I came downstairs, and 
met a stranger who wanted 
a nurse in a great hurry. His 
mother had just had a heart 
attack. Within some 30 min- 
utes he was driving out with 
the nurse. I came back into 
the house and from another 
door came another man. He 
too wanted a nurse. His wife 
was suffering from cancer. 

As he drove out — with the 
second nurse — a car drove 
in with two priests. They had 
come to visit, and to find out 
about our work and way of 
life. Several hours after- 
wards, I returned to my 
office — and blankly looked 
at the typewriter. I had not 
yet done a thing about the 
article I was supposed to 
write. 

I sat down and tried to 
concentrate. A farmer came 
in, wanting to know if we 
would help him sell his farm. 
A woman came in for a vit- 
amin B shot. A child had cut 
himself. Someone needed the 
loan of a hospital bed from 
our sick-room supply. Visit- 
ors came and visitors went. 
And so did the day. 

The Work Goes On 

Yet that was an average 
day in Madonna House. 
There was nothing unusual 
at all in sending two, three, 
or even four nurses out into 
the bush to nurse. There was 
nothing strange in answer- 
ing requests for this or that. 
We call that the duty of the 
moment. 

That too needs getting 





used-to and being trained in. 





For it has to be done joy- 
fully, instantaneously, glad- 
ly, and with full attention, 
interest and kindness AL- 
WAYS. 

Remember the day you 
decided to clean that living 
room, how annoyed you were 
at phones and salesmen? In- 
terruptions become _irrita- 
tions and irritation anger. 

We feel the same way. At 


.|first. Then comes the realiza- 


tion THAT IT IS JUST 
SUCH LITTLE THINGS 
THAT COUNT. Love awakes 
again and joy comes back 
to one’s heart. 

Does this give you an idea 
of the deep little ways of our 
apostolate? If it does, I am 
glad, for those intangibles 
are hard to convey. In the 
next instalment I will tell 
you what I can about our 
training for our goal—san- 
ctity. 

peteimnincili ieee 
FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 

(Continued from Page Two) 
their father. They are, he 
says quite frankly, children 
of the devil. 

Black Butterflies 

The dictators hate Mary 
as much, perhaps, as these 
American and Canadian cat- 
erpillars. (I call them cater- 
pillars because they are not 
only destructive but slimy 
also; and because, after they 
leave the coccoon of death, 
they will be butterflies with 
sable wings.) But the dicta- 
tors are honest enough to 
confess they hate Christ too. 

You won’t be able to wring 
any such admission from the 
Mary-haters. They speak the 
same language as Peron and 
Tito, but without such a 
distinct Russian accent; yet 
they are more cautious in 
their choice of words, more 
sly — and hence more dang- 
erous. 

The way I feel about it is 
this. In view of the extensive 
damage done by the lice, 
Catholics should become vic- 
tim souls, should be saints. 
Only thus can we repair the 
damage. We should proudly 
and boldly proclaim our- 
selves Catholics. We should 
live the Faith and shine it 
in the faces of all we meet, 
dazzling them with it. We 
should burn with zeal, so 
that we set the world afire. 

Worms To Worms 

And in view of the creep- 
ing damage started by the 
nasty, miserable, filthy, 
squshy caterpillars, all Ca- 
tholics should increase their 
devotion to the Queen of 
Heaven and Earth, and 
should do everything in their 
power to establish her as the 
Queen of Queens! 

Someday — soon, I hope— 
Mary will be _ proclaimed 
Mediatrix of all Graces! If 
I am alive I hope to broad- 
cast that news from the top 
of the Empire State Building 
in New York — telling the 
world that all graces from 
God to man come through 
Mary! 

Make me worthy to praise 
Thee, Holy Virgin! 

Give me strength against 
thine enemies. 

I love you, next to God! 











AVALANCHE OF PEOPLE 


(Continued from Page One) 
made for him, on a ledge on 
the second floor, leading to 
the chapel. It’s so nice to 
have him with us. He some- 
how makes us feel secure. 

There are sO many other 
things God has showered on 
us through these wonderful 
people; but it would take me 
all day to tell about them. 
And in the meantime there 
are a thousand things to do. 
We are as busy here — in our 
own way — as doctors or 
nurses in an epidemic. But 
I must tell you this one. A 
man came to the door yester- 
day and both Therese and 
I thought he had come for 
food. However he said he had 
seen our vigil light burning 
in front of Our Lady’s statue, 
and he wanted to see our 
place. Before he left he gave 
us a first class relic of St. 
Maria Goretti! 


God and His mother are 
indeed looking after us. 


Lecture Notice 


At the end of September, 
1955, I will be going West 
to visit our two new foun- 
dations in Edmonton, Al- 
berta, and Whitehorse, Yu- 
kon. If any organizations, 
Catholic Clubs, Colleges 
or Churches, are interest- 
ed in having me lecture, I 
will glady accept the in- 
vitations either on the 
way to the West, or on my 
return trip. For dates ana 
further details please write 
to — MRS. CATHERINE 
DE HUECK DOHERTY, 
MADONNA HOUSE, COM- 
BERMERE, ONT. 
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